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A li S h a p i r o
U N S E N T  P O S T C A R D
I t ’s n o t  t ha t  I miss  you ,  I jus t  w a n t  to keep  
t e l l i ng  you  e v e r y t h i n g .  H o w  t h e  girls  here  
are lovely,  a n d  c ov e r e d  
in pa i n t ,  b u t  t he y  d o n ’t d o  to me  
w h a t  t he y  used to.  H o w  t h e  m o u n t a i n s  h o l d  ghos t s  
o f  y o u r  t e n t ,  o u r  l i re,  h u n t e r s  n e o n  
as t rop i ca l  f ish.  T o d a y  I wa l k e d  uph i l l  
o u t  o f  t o w n  a n d  t h e n  uph i l l  
( back  h o m e ,  t h e  w h o l e  t i m e  t h i n k i n g ,
. Don't go, don't go, b u t  to no  o n e  
in pa r t i cu l a r .  I t ’s n o t  t h a t  I ’m lonely,  i t ’s just  
t h i n g s  are s l i gh t ly  p e c u l i a r — t he  b a r n ’s 
c r o o k e d  s mi l e  o f  w i n d o w s ,  its m o u t h f u l  
ol  cows ,  t he  b r i d g e  t ha t  s t r a dd l e s  
t he  r iver  t h a t  keeps  go i ng ,  
shhhh. I ’m q u i e t ,  I ’m 
q u i e t .  Ta lk  to t he  b i rds ,  t he  s h u d d e r i n g  
t rucks ,  t he  c i cadas  b a c k  f r o m t he  d e a d  to tell  us 
e v e r y t h i n g .  I ’m t e l l i ng  you ,  all l o n g  tall  t h i n g s  
b r i n g  y o u r  b o d y  b a c k  to me ,  t he  m u s c u l a r  
t ree t r u n k s ,  t he i r  ha r d  
b r o w n  a r ms ,  a n d  t he  o n e  s t r u c k  
by l i g h t n i n g  w h o s e  w o u n d  I keep  w a n t i n g  
to t e n d .  A n d  t h e  c l o u d s ,  o f  cou r s e ,  b u t  y o u  c a n ’t 
t r u s t  c l o u d s ,  t h e y ’re as bad  
as my  m i n d ,  w h i c h  also 
keeps  c h a n g i n g ,  g o i ng ,  Rabbit, 
no, bear. I t ’s n o t  t ha t  I wi sh 
y o u  we r e  here ,  i t ’s j u s t — i t ’s 
t he  deer ,  t hey  ke e p  h u r l i n g  t h e ms e l v e s  
I at  my  car  in t he  n i g h t ,  b u t  I ’m  f ine,  f ine,  it's just  
i t ’s a z i l l i on  degrees  in t he  s un  a n d  I c a n ’t 
bea r  s w i m m i n g ,  h o w  t he  c u r r e n t  keeps  t o u c h i n g  me  
e v e r y w h e r e  at  o n c e  l ike y o u r  h a n d s .
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